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10 Yet feeds on nothing but Poetic Meat, 

Famiſh'd ſhall quit the unrewarding Vale, 
And range his Authors on the learned Rail. 
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zo Let every Owl attempt the Linnet'e Note · D 


Can you want Matter on « Theme fo bright? 
ä 

His numerous Virtues in your Poem trace, 

Till the full Paper ſhews no vacant Space : 

3580 ſhall your Lines obtain a juſt Reward, 
Not vainly laviſh'd on a griping Lord : 
And to the Flames commit the fruitleſs Line. 

Ye Bards; that, mounted on the Eagle's Wing, 
„Un you low cu. nme 


———— * 


Though crown'd with all the Laurel Pindur bears; 

Yet empty Glory ill repays your Cares, 1 

The Rich, alas! no real Gifts diſpenſe ; 
Praiſe is the Pay,” they give to Rhyme and be. 
Each will aſſent thy Labours to admire ; I 

Yet leave the Gods to crown whom they inſpire, 

Mean while thy Fancy with thy Youth is fled, = 

5- Aud ruthlefs Age unprops thy trembling Head 
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[7] 
What lofty Theme can to its Height be wrought, 
How riſe the Genius, or how glow the Thought, 
+5 Unleſs bright Ceres help the yielding Strain, 
And Bacchus wanton in the tuneful Brain ? 
Had Glover pin d within a Prifon-Gate, 
The ſick ning Muſe had ſhar'd her Maſter's Fats ; 


Or, meanly grov'ling in ignoble Style, 
82 The Paulo: Gong had ems'd ts thinm cur Be. | 


Would you ave F-—— wank wha pres wr? 
Oh, give him Cloaths, e te you deny him Wit. 
When preſi d with Duns, and forc'd to write for Bread, 
75 But he has Patrons, and of thoſe not ſeu 
Patrons | dye call them? — an unthinking Crew, 
In Manners grov ing, as they're high in M, 
Who give to Strumpets, what they keep from Worth ; 
On Hounds and Horſes fix their whole Regard, 
% Nur ſpare one Guines to relieve the Bard. 
Ia Bye n Bale recline, from Courts nemo d, 
Fond of the Muſe, and by the Muſe belov'd, 
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[9] 
Deep in his Paper Trench th' Hiſtorian lics ; 
High pil'd the long laborious Volumes riſe ; 
115 Yet no Reward attends the generous Toil: 
Ile writes, and freezes by the Midnight Oil. 
Repent, repent, ye raſh ill-judging Great; 
Weigh well your Faults, and mend them c're too late, 
Should none the Actiom of the Times record, 


120 Vain were the Triumphs of the Victor's Sword; 


Unknown would ſtand the Patriot's ſacred Buſt, 
And Marchmont's Name be mingled with his Duſt. 
Nor think, who far from noify Crouds retire, 
Whoſe learned Breaſts the Siſter Arts inſpire, 


125 Who quit proud Cities, and cach gainful Trade, 


To court fair Science in the ſecret Shade; | 
Think not, I fay, the trembling Sage ſhould die, 

And ſtarve in ſpite of Immortality, 
Can we not thrive, but in tumultuous Strifc f 
139 And need, we buſtle through a ſtarmy Lic 
Well; they let Profit all her Treaſures pour, 
And glut her Lawyers with the gilden Store, 
Bee ! the back Locuſt ſwarming in the Hall, 
The Slaves of Gain, and ever at her Call ; 
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[mu] 
155 This fatal Madneſs, Wit and Skill to rate | &1 
By Dint of Acres, ſeal'd-pbor **'; Fate. 


Yet others proſper, and by Arts like theſe 

Climb Fortune's Summit, and are ſure to pleaſe, | - 
Tir expenſive Age ſhuns Reaſon's milder Call; 

160 By Pomp unaided, Merit's ſure to fall, 
Should Harvey riſe (who firſt, unerring Guide, 
Through Life's warm Channels trac'd the circling Tide) 


Nor pleaſe our Fancies with a vain Expence, 
Lemming would ſtarve, and Folly vanquiſh Senſe, | 
| 165 Whole thread-bare Coat conceals a heavenly Mind, 

- Shall rarely now a free Admittance find. 


The weeping Mother with diſhevel'd Hair, 
Heart-piercing Sight ! laments her dying Heir; 
Offer thy Help: AlaG! thou ſueſt in vain, 

150 When thy old Cloke ſcarce keeps thee from the Rain. 


Ye Sons of Worth, whom Learning calls her own, 
Fly far from hence, and quit a ſenſdeſs Town, 
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121 
To Fields, he Thames with ſmoother Current runs, 
Or where fair Oeſs delights her Northern Sons. 

175 In happier Seats your Metits ſhall prevail, 
Where Peace comes wafted in the roſy Gale; 
The drooping Youth thy heav'nly Art ſhall ſave, 
And Age alone pay Tribute to the Grave. 


- When Strength of Judgment Fancy's Fruit refines 
186 And Amel Salt runs poignant through the Lines, 
Ye gentle Nine, one pious Tear beſtow, 

To fee fuch Talents wither as they grow. 
The Care of Boys extinguiſhes the Flame, 
And turns his Fancy from the Paths of Fame 
185 Their tundleſs Cant puts ev'ry Thought to Flight, 
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To claſp fair Science in our fond Embrace, 

Jo think with Judgment, and to ſpeak with Grace ; 
This all would learn ; But, when you've ſhewn the Way, 
199 The frugal Parent Rtartles at the Pay ; 
has been fpoil'd at Schod, 
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[23] 
Ill fated Wretch | Are theſe thy only Gains? 
Is this the full Requital of thy Pains ? 
195 Quit, quit this Life, and ſooner at the Bar 
Join the full Chorus in the wordy War. 
No more on Poiſons of a diſtant Age, 


A Jaſon's Treachery, or Maas s Rage, 
Declaim with Boys ; but dwell on ev'ry Crime 
200 That ſwells the Horror of the preſent Time: 
Or, ſure to proſper and increaſe your Hoard, 
Lend your fair Siſter to ſome am'rous Lord: 
With Tales obſcene the genial Feaſt prolong, 
And roar reſponſive to the Midnight Sang, 
205 Theſe are the Ways to thrive; for Merit now 
Wears wither'd Garlands on her wrinkled Brow. 


; Yet mark the Madneſs that infe@ts our Ille 

No Sums are ſpar'd to raiſe the ſtately Pile, 

The marble Halls a thronging Nation hold, 

210 And the proud Arches ſhine with fretted Gold : 
Whole Herds muſt fall to grace the ample Board, 
And gc and Air their various Gifts afford, 
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— prolong the proud Repaſt | = 

What fav'ry Poiſons glad the nicer Taſte ! 

215 Can'ſt thou to Pomp then pay ſuch vain Regard, 
And yet to Senſe refuſe the flight Reward ? 
Yet ſquander Treaſures on a Crew of Slaves? 


220 There ure, tis true, ſome few Examples known, 
Where juſt Regard. has been to Merit hon. 
Thus Courts were ſeen on Addiſon to ſmile ; 

And a State Penſion crown'd the Tutor's Toil. 
'Th' Effect of Fortune | whom the Goddeſs owns, 

225 And kindly counts among her fav'rite Sons, 
Shall ſtrait be wealthy, honourable, vie, 

though a Pigmy, to a Giant riſc, | 
Thrice bleſ'd the Babe, who, Heas'n's peculiar Care, 
Firſt felt the Influence of ſome kindly Star ! = 

230 Fortunc, who laughs at all we act below, 

From Charls's Brow the Wreath of Conqueſt tore, 
| And made « ſhon-liv'd King of Theudors ; 
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235 To Nerman Baſtards gave an Engljb Crown, 


And plac'd a Rebel on a Martyr's Fhrone. - 
The Strength of Fate what mortal Force controuls ? . 
Through.Life's wild Maze th' impetuous Torrent rolls 
But oh! how few the partial Bleſſings boaſt ! 

240 For one that riſes, mark, what Crouds are loſt, 


The Muſe's Darlings, and each Grace's Care, 
Too often freeze beneath a nipping Air; 
Ingenious Butler ſelt the common Lot; 

245 He ferv'd a thankleG Court, and was forgot, 
Aſſenting Phæbus bade the Numbers live; 

Nor thou, illuſtrious Shade, thy Fate can ſt boaſt, 
A hoary Exile to a foreign Coaſt, 

259 Each Muſe, each Grace, wept ofer the harſh Decree, 
And ſacred Knowledge wing d her Flight with thee. 
Poſterity, perhaps, may weep thy Doom, 

And hang their Garlands round thy hallow'd Tomb ; 

Admire thy Learning, but lament thy Fate, 

#55 And moun the Fortunes of the Wile and Great, 
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255 Let Vi'lets iſſue from each mould'ring Tomb, ih bn 


And Roſes riſe, and Spring perpetual bloom. 

To mark their Name, who bade the infant Ear 

The kind Preceptor as a Sire revere. 

Our Britiſb Heroes bloody from the Fight, 
260 Who ſlaughter'd Nations, and put Hoſts to Flight, 

Beheld with rev rend Joy the ancient Sage, 

Who to fair Virtue form'd their tender Age. 
Not ſo our Youth ; they with inſulting Pride 
Spurn the boar Head, the wrinkled Front deride, 


265 Vain then is Study, vain the Midnight Toil : 
We dig with Pain in an ungen'rous Soil. 
The rigid Parent, who with Sorrow gives, 

For ſacred Science Smithfield Bargains drives. 

Aſſord juſt Pity to the learned Slave. 

270 Muſt he nc'er reſt, till breathleſs in his Grave f 
While yet the thrifty Tradeſman ſſumb ring lies, 
The Day-Star ſees him to his Labour riſe, 
Your Taſk perform'd, the Boy to Manhood grown, 

The Price agreed on ceaſe to call your own ; 
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I For the fly Father finds ſome hidden Flaw, 
And leads you through the Labyrinths of Law. 

Was it for this you ev'ry Fault repreſs d, 

And pour d each Virtue in the infant Breaſt 

Refus d the Sweets, which happier Times afford, 

280 The balmy Slumber, and the feſtive Board ? 
The tri Enquiries, which the Parent made, 
Might make thee hope, thou better ſhould'ſt be paid. 

His Children's Care is not thy Taſk alone, 

He plics thee ſill with Qeſtions of his n; ↄ 
285 Aſks, * where one Day and Night the Year compleat, 
And Mortals ſtand upon each others Feet; 

How large is Prague, and where Bohemia lies, 
Is Lewis brave, or Pruſſia's Monarch wiſc ? 

Such idle Chat thy wearied Soul oppreſs'd, 

299 And marr'd thoſe Moments Nature meant for Reſt, 

Suppoſe, at length, thy utmoſt Hopes prevail ; 
The bargain'd Sum is paid thee on the Nail; 

Thy Taſk is ended, and we own thy Praiſe, 
Who turn d cach Youth from Error's fatal Ways, 
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